





Jure 26, 1897.) 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 





——~ 





THE PENALTY OF GREATNESS. 


Olivia. ‘OF COURSE YOU WENT TO THE JUBILEE, Mr. DupELry!” 
Mr. Dudeley. ‘‘’BLIGED TO, DON’TCHERKNOW. KNEW ALL THE 
PEOPLE IN THE Procession !” 








SOMETHING LIKE A FESTIVAL! 


Tue Crystal Palace, with a Hanpet to its name—an anticipated 
honour at Jubilee time—achieved a success last week. 
What selection on Selection Day could have been more select 
than Mesdames Anpani, Ex1a Russeti, and Norpica, with a 
couple of tenors, Luoyp and McGuckin, our “Charley-is-my- 
darling Santizy,” and the Brack, not a bit off colour? Then 
last, but not by any means least, Miss Ciara Butt, whose very 
name is so suggestive of a voice clear and full. “Butt me no 
Butts,” except this one, and she is nificent. The Crystal 
Palace ought to do a good business with all our Colonials and 
visitors from many lands during this Jubilee fortnight. Lots of 
“ Brocken ” Nights, and splendid fireworks. 








Cursory Rhyme. 
(By an Expectant Lover of Cricket.) 
Batter wake, batter wake! Cricketer man, 
Make a big score as fast as you can! 


Cut it, and drive, mark it “W. G.,” 
And put it in print for the public to see! 





On the Cards. 


[It has been complained, that in the preparation for the great Jubilee 
Pageant, Labour, save in the crush of the streets, had hardly a ‘‘ look in.’’] 


Te Queen of Hearts, on her Diamond Day, 

Will smile on her . and make them feel gay. 
Clubs, too, will flourish, but’ Toil, I’m afraid, 

Will find small provision is made for the Spade! 





——-——— 


SIXTY YEARS AGO. 
‘*A GRANDMOTHER” ON Two Great Days. 
- (A long way after the late Lawreate. ) 


Srxry years ago, my darling, sixty years ! 
My habe was as as your own, Hetle koa, though ncw it is 
white as snow. 


ing Fae the Sailor-King, had died on the twentieth day of 
Methinks I can hear the bells a-tolling their solemn and sorrowful 


And I was a girl; like the sweet young Quren, who on that da 
dae to eelbecte . < 


“Sweet seventeen!” said your grandfather then, and my hair 
was shiny and brown, 

Banded in formal bands, little Anni, drawn over each ring- 
pierced ear. 

Ah! the fashions then we thought fine; though now you might 
fancy them quaint and queer. 

Early Victorian style, little Annie, the modern critics may mock 

ButiI was as prou of my big poke-bonnet. and prim short-waisted 

As a modern 


irl of her tailor-made dress and her hat like a 
n- 
The 


who besieged my heart, little Anni, cared not what I 
wore on my head. 


Early Victorian style! Ah, well, it was stodgy, and stiff, and 
strange, 
And sixty years in our fashions and tastes have witnessed a won- 


change. 

The horse-hair sofa on which I sat when your grandfather came 
to woo 

I remember well; and the wall-paper, too, with its pattern of 
crimson and blue. 

But manhood was manhood, and love was love, e’en in Eighteen- 
thirty-seven, 

And that stiff, quaint room in the twilight gloom was an Early 
Victorian heaven 

To two young hearts, on that summer eve as the summer sun 


ow 
Sixty years ago, my darling, sixty years ago! 
How well I remember my first glad glance at our gentle, girlish 


QuEEN 

At her palace-window. She seemed half shy, half shamed that 
her tears were seen, 

Yet stately, too, in her girlish style, for then, as at this late day, 

Queendom and womanhood mingled in her; at least, so the wise 
ones say. 

And so I think; though she well might shrink. Such a burden 
for one so young! 

But the weight of a crown hath not bowed her down. She’da 
spirit that ever sprung ] 

Like young wheat after the beating shower, so slight, but erect 
and proud. . f 

And now, on her Diamond Jubilee Day, I would fain make one 
of the crowd. 


That tenn not be, little Annie; but still, in my lonely waiting 
~ 
To rejoin the friends of that early time, who have left me many 


@ year, 
I can raise my prayer. And there’s many an old heart, lone, 


unknown, unseen, “ : 
Will join to-day in its quiet way in the cry, “God save the 
Queen!” 


Early Victorian! Ah, my child, art-critics may sneer and slate, 

But the re its fashions that do not change, be it early, 
or be it : 

And a bosom wearing a dowdy dress with as loyal love could glow, 

Sixty years ago, ANNIE, sixty years ago! 

Yes, mine is a time of peace, my child; I have little left to 


ve 5 
hullte ug it be with our Gracious Quzmn! May she, too, have 
bade SF ES wenitand shoutings of this 3 bilee Day shall 

en ja ubilee Day cease 
May the erown of all this glorious time be the boon of blessed 


Peace! 





Tus Puace ror DyNnamITING ANARCHISTS TO BE ImpPRI- 
SONED FoR Lirz.—Bomb-ay. 
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THE PERILS OF CYCLING. 
(A sketch im Battersea Park.) 


Angelina, ‘‘ComE atone, Dgar!” 








OUR CONVERSATION-BOOK. 


Some Idiomatic Questions and Probable Answers, For the Use of 
Intelligent and Polite Foreigners during the Celebrations. 


To @ Railway Porter, on arriving at Charing Cross.—Pardon 
me, Sir, but would you be good enough to indicate to me where 
I may possibly find my luggage? I have two travelling trunks, 
five rortraanteaux, one hold-all, one bicycle, one hat-box, one 
bassinette, one perambulator (as the case may be). You will do 
me a thousand favours if you will kindly spare me a moment. 

Very sorry, but I can’t stop. We’re short-’anded this morning. 

Wait a moment, I beg of yee Would you oblige me by ac. 
cepting this trifling present of five (ten, fifteen) shillings ? 

nky, Sir. P’raps I can ’elp you for ’arf a minit. You 
come along with me. 

Dear me, what a crowd! 
on my toes! No, I do not see my 
annoying! 

— it will turn up somewheres next week. Must be orf, 
now 

To a Policeman, outside.—Good morning, Sir. I am anxious to 
pay a visit at my friend’s Pore demany =, me (Leicester Square 

ottenham Court Road). Can you direct me thither? 

Yes, Mounseer. Take the train back to Dover, go over to 
Ostend, then you cross to Harwich, and arsk for an excursion 
ticket to Birmingham, Oxford, and Paddington. That’s the 
only way you can git through this crowd. 

At a Cabman’s Shelter.—Good afternoon. I hope I do not dis- 
turb you, Sir, but I have been waiting here two (three or four) 
hours. Could you tell me if there is a likelihood of your being 
disengaged t ? I trust you will not charge by the hour for 
the time I have been — here P 

Look ’ere, Jum, ’ere’s a blooming furriner expecs me to put 
im dahn on my waitin’ list for nothing! Go ’ome and eat ! 
At a wayside Coffee-stall.—Madame, I have the distinguished 


Excuse me, Sir, but you are treading 
baggage anywhere. How 





honour to present you my compliments. It is now half- six 
and I have been unable to pve ape refreshment since arrived 
in — this morning. Could you favour me with a slight 
repast 

rtingly. Will you ’ave whilks—there’s three left—arf- 
crown apiece, or would you like cawfy rinsins, three-and-six- 
pence a cup? 

Somewhere in the Remote Suburbs, 10 p.m.—I beg your on, 
Ma’am. Pray do not shut the door in my face! I have been on 
foot for thirteen hours, and have not yet arrived anywhere at all. 
No, I am not a burglar in disguise, nor a tramp, though my hat 
has been smashed, my coat is torn, and I have only one boot 
left. Here is my card (my passport, my acte de naissance). I 
cannot find Soho nor Leicestersquare, and am unable to walk a 
step further. Can you afford me shelter for the night? I shall 
be eternally crateful to you. : 

There are no lodgings to be ’ad nearer than Barnet or Biggles- 
wade. Lawkamussy, whatever made you come over to London 
on a day like this? Good night! 








Familiar Line from Cibber-Shakspeare’s 
Richard the Third. 


(Adapted to the Present Time and Fashion.) 

Irrituble Sight-seer (whose view is blocked by a lady’s hat). ‘ Off 
with her. ... hat/ Somuch...” 

[Gives the necessary directions. 





A Cruel Young Fellow. 
‘ Adolphus Hardcase (reading from the money article of the ** Daily 
Mail” to his family at breakfast), Hallo! here’s some news. 
‘‘ Little Turks hardened, Italians advanced, Russians declined.” 
Aunt Matilda. Good heavens! Then war in the East has 
broken out at‘last ! 
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A NICE CALCULATION, 


Small Child, ‘‘Moruger, you satp iF I was Goop ALL THE Ar- 
TERNOON YOU WOULD GIVE ME A Panny. IF I was ONLY RATHER 
NAUGHTY, WOULD You Gtve ME A HALFeENNY?” 












OPERATIC NOTES. 


Monday, June 14.—Show me where, within measurable dis- 
tance of 85, Fleet Street, which is the hub of the universe, there 
is to be found a finer performance of Wacner’s Tristan und 
Tsolde than was given at Covent Garden on Monday night last, 
and, by my halidome, gadso, and so forth, I will hie me thither 
and hear it. Such a performance as was this on Monday would 
almost persuade me to be a Wagnerite. But “almost” is a very 
long way off, and for my part I cannot believe that with our 
tune-loving, barrel-organised public, Tristan und Isolde, Gotter- 
dimmerung, and “all the Wagnerian lot of ’em,” will ever be 

enuinely popular, as, for example, have been the works of 

ozant, Ausmr, Donizetti, Gounop, BaLrg, cum aliis composi- 
toribus. And what a trial for the mimetic powers of the actor- 
singers, when they have to express their feelings in action for 
the oe of some fifty bars of music! Their feelings would 
probably be very a expressed in rather forcible language 
to the librettist or to stage manager. Had it not been at the 
Opera, where everyone, from topmost gallery to foremost orches- 
tral stall, is on his or her very best superfine behaviour, would not 
a few of the immortals up above have “guy’d” the good old 
familiar situation, repeated ad nauseam, of two lovers placing their 
wobbly hands over their beating hearts to express their over- 
powering passion, sighing, advancing a few paces, pausing, sigh- 


ing again, giving die-away glances at each other, meant to 
expression of undying yearning for each other’s love, but con- 
veying the idea that both of them are awfully bored by having 


to “fill up the time with business.” And then that other part 
of a long “love” scene (so totally different in every sense from 
the innocent boy and girlishness of Romeo and Juliet), where the 
two guilty lovers remain on one of “the benches in the park,” 
locked more or less in each other’s arms, not singing a note for 
the space of what may be ten minutes, but which to an Unwag- 
nerian seems quite an hour while the lady’s maid “without” 
sings, to a harp accompaniment, what to an Unwagnerian must 








seém the song of the ra—is not this most undramatic, for 
drama means action, and it is only with the return of the King 
Husband and his friends that there is any action at all. Then 
there is a very mild row, and a short, sharp encounter between 
husband's friend and wife’s lover, in which the latter comes off 
second best, apparently to the annoyance of le mari un peu 
complaisunt. 

Jzan pe Reszke magnificent in voice and appearance as the 
sad and spoony T'rista us triste ’un que jamais—and Frére 
Epovarp excellent as the Heavy Ki — quite up to the 
ms ” observes the man who will have his joke and somebody 
else's too. : 

Mile. Szpumatr as Isolde (“as I. ” would be more com- 

limentary than “as Is-olde”), thoroughly good, as was Miss 

ome Brema, representing the confidential lady’s maid con- 
demned to such pantomimic action as was the “Confidant” in 
Suerman’s Critic. 

Mr. Classical-Dictionary-Prinete and Mr. Daviw BispHam, 

both equally good as the malicious Melot and the kind Kurwénal 

vely. Hair Smt energetic as conductor, and honoured 
wit 0 san on to De He came up from the vasty deep 
orchestra when called, and modestly, in Wagnerian pantomime, 
disclaimed all share in the honour done to him. 

Summary.—House crammed and brilliant. Royalties and 
Diamond Jubilants about everywhere. Up goes the price of 


seats. 

Tuesday.—Les Huguenots, or Gli Ugonotti, whichever you like 
my little dear, only not much “glee” in the “ Ugonotti”; an 
an odd substitute for the promised Nozze di Figaro. Miss ENcLE 
a charming Queen Margaret of Valois, Jurtran Puanoon grand 
as St. Bris, con brio; Brother Epwarp a good strong, ru 
Marcello. Signor Cerri not much as Raoul di Nangis, probably 
annoyed at having the first vowel omitted from his name in the 
play-bill, where the character was announced as “ Raul ”—which, 
as Captain Wacstarr observed, “was raully too bad.” Macc 
Macintyre vocally delightful, but, histrionically, not quite “ all 
our fancy painted.” e 

Wed y.—Die Walkiire; or, The Pedestrians; Thursday, 
we’re Lohengrinning; Friday, an encore of Tristan, and an- 
nouncement of Tannhduser to finish what would have been an 
entire German: W: rian week, to some folk, dry as a bone, but 
for one draught of Meyer-beer on Monday. 

By Royal Command, the Lord of Hien pz Grey, and the 
Admirable Arry Icerns, our two Covent Gardenian Directors-in- 
Chief, have arranged, with their practical foresight, or rather, 
with their practical New Forsyru, a Grand Jubiloperatic Gala 
Night for Wednesday, June 23. Prosit/ But—how tired every- 
one will be!! 








THE SONG OF THE JUBILEE. 


Tus is the Song of the Jubilee! 
The Song of the Air and the Land and Sea! 
The Song, that shall = a heartfelt glee 
From the foam of our home 
From the sand of our strand, 
To wherever there stretches the gentle hand 
Of the Mighty Queen, who rules the Free, 
“Vicrorta! Victoria!” 


This is the of the Jubilee! 

From the her down to the babe on the knee! 
From the bird in the cage to the bird on the tree! 
Hail it East, with the West! 

North and South join with zest! 


Wheresoever our QuzEn and our is blest, 
There welcome the .: with your Three Times Three, 
“Vicrorta! Victoria!” 








Result of the Aggravated Grandmother’s League. 
Turf Patron (to Bookmaker). Well, Mr. Ratts, I see you’ve 
been summoned again. I hope it hasn’t done you any harm! 
Mr. Rails. Not a bit of it 
an injured party! 


The public always gathers round 


From THE IRREPRESSIBLE ‘evidently dodging the Authorities).— 
Q. What parish in England is most abundantly provided with 
clergy ¢ A. Kew. Since every dwelling is provided with a 

ew-rate. 





Correct DEFINITION oF THE Income ImPpost.—The Tin Tax 
always well hammered in. 
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TAKING THE AIR. 


Pe If A = bap Pare eycling eas have had its vogue, there is a 
at it ma idemi ing.” — 
The World.) y be succeeded by an epidemic of ballooning 

Now that the season is in full swing, everybody in town is 
eine, and an enormous number af ascents are made from 
Hyde Park every morning. But it is surely necessary that the 
authorities should take steps ta protect. those who are old- 

ioned eno still to walk or drive. At present this can 
only be done with the greatest peril, as the humble wayfarer is 
in continual danger of being flattened by a large bag of sand 
dropped on his head from an altitude of a few thousand feet. 
Again, something should be done to prevent the repetition of 
8 an accident as befell Lord CoLonicken the other morning. 
As that aged nobleman was walking along Pall Mall, the nel 
from a descending balloon, whose occupants were bound for the 
Reform Club, caught in his clothes, and, owing to the strength 
of the wind, dragged him eee through the streets. By run- 
ning at top-speed, his lo ip avoided falling, but it was not 
until it had reached Kensington Gardens that the balloon at 
length was brought to the ground, by which time Lord Cot- 
CHICKEN, who is about seventy years of age, was extremely 
exhausted. 

Messrs. Azronaut keep to the fore as the best balloon-makers, 
and their catalogue reminds us that their firm numbers all the 
leading members of Society among their customers. It is now 
fashionable to have your car painted in brilliant colours, while 
for those whose means forbid them to buy a balloon, Messrs. 
AzRonauT manufacture dainty parachutes at very moderate 
prices. Certainly one’s machine must be made of the best 
quality, or a disastrous accident is sure to bo ogee Only the 
other day Lady Fiorxinson punctured her silk while flying in 
the park, owing to some defect in its quality. Fortunately, she 
was immediately above the Serpentine at the moment, and so 
esca with nothing worse than a cold bath and a great shock 
to nerves. 





We are glad to hear'that Sir Husgerr FirzTompxins has been 
restored to his anxious friends, who had been much distressed by 
his sudden disappearance, It seems that he had gone out with 
his balloon as usual, intending to fly down to Hurlingham. Un- 
fortunately the wind suddenly changed, and blew very ges 
carrying the involuntary traveller to Iceland before he co d 
effect a descent, thereby causing him very great inconvenience. 
No news has been heard since last week of the Countess of 
Bunkum’s picnic party, who started in seven balloons for a trip 
to Brighton, They were last sighted in the south of France, and 
it is feared that they must now be suffering from the heat, as in 
all probability they have descended somewhere in Central Africa. 


As usual, the doctors are endeavouring to persuade the public 
that the newest. pastime is unhealthy and even dangerous. Their 
diatribes, however, do not seem to receive much attention, tc 
judge from the number of balloons which daily darken the sky. 
Of course, im order to enjoy it properly, one should never start 
unless equipped with clothing for every temperature, and provi- 
sions for a couple of months. And. all attempts at “ breaking 
records ” in altitude of ascent should be left to the professionals. 
But, if indulged in moderately, ballooning is a most satisfactory 
pursuit, giving its followers both change of air and pleasurable 
excitement, especially when one sails into a thunderstorm, or 
the valve jams, or the gas leaks—incidents which constantly 
happen, and prevent ballooning being ever accounted an unin- 
teresting form of amusement. 


We are glad to see’that the Church, at any rate, gives this 
recreation y support. Indeed, on Sunday last the Bishop 
of Smithfield converted his captive balloon into a pulpit, and 
addressed a large co gation from it in the open air. Ap 
rently his treatment of some rather controversial points offen 
one member of his congregation, who severed the rope of the 
balloon with a pocket-knife. This, unfortunately, brought the 
sermon to an untimely end, as the Bishop was immediately 
carried away into space, and has not been heard of since: 





Several balloon gymkhanas are shortly to be held, and will 
doubtless prove Captian ae Of course, when the ‘season is over, 
everyone will take their balloons with them into’ the country, 
and it is possible that the servants, who rather resented pumping 





‘an “Old Belle’ 


THE QUEEN AND THE HOLIDAYS. 


Delight of Mr. Barlow and Fupils on hearing of Her Majesty's wish for 
an extens.on of School Holidays this Diamond Jubilee Midsummer. 


il 


a= 
= \ 


NEATH 





‘* Hooray ! THE JUBILEE! 
Tue JuBILEr! THE JUBILEE! 
Hooray! THE JusBiLEr! tou 
Wr'VE Gor AN EXTRA WERK, 0}, 
Gop SAVE THE QuEEN !” 


~ 








out a tyre in the old bicycling days, will feel still more injured 

at having to inflate twenty or thirty ball for'a country-house 
arty. But before long the cook and the butler will be seen 
isporting themselves in mid-air on their own account. 








What Sir H, Irving didn’t Hear ; 
When he wncovered the Statue of Mrs. Siddons at Padilington. 
One of the Well-Informed in the Crowd. I say, Bru, I thought 
as a statue if it Weren’t a-norseback were allus a-standi hup P 
Second Better-Infurmed. Rightchyar ol’ man! Only this ‘ere 
is a statetoo of Missus Sit-downs. 





Txst or Truz GaLtantry.—Were a young belle of the season 
to be suddenly placed in imminent danger would not men of all 
ranks and ages rush to her assistance? Would they not, at all 


hazards attempt to save her? Why, certainly. Well, here is 
—the “Old Bell of - ‘ 


; E —ones the pride of 
coaching men, now doomed to certain ceaepaion unless thoee in 


terested in the good old coaching days, 

“so-called nineteenth century,” will come forward and. save this 
“Old Bell” from destruction. Let it be preserved and restored to 
its former use , with a first-rate cuisine, where simple fare. | 
shall be had in perfection, of which the simply trave ete to 
Brighton and back will, in company with the friends and guests, 
partake previous to departure and on their return. Let there be 
‘us at least one of the “Fine old Hostelries 


Tese stelries ” of . 
the Pickwickian’ days, “all in the good old style,” adapted to | 
the modern requirements. — 





At Denbyshire Summer Assizes, Mr, Justice ry tly 
sentenced one Tayior, of the Royal Order of Anciént ‘Steph . 
to penal servitude for years for forgery and embezzlement, 
The “ Malus Paster”. was; punished for i y “fleecing.” . 








Our Rear A.py-uns.—The thousands ‘of Britons whose mot 
is “ Beer and forbeer!” ri 
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**Kinp Lapy, I was NOT ALWAYS LIKE THIS !"’’ 
‘““Wuy, no. IT was rouR OTHER ARM THAT WAS PINNED UP YESTERDAY!” 








first-rate master of the ring. Oh! it would 
WARRANTED MADE IN GERMANY. have been lovely! And what : sthank 
ntract fr : " giving service I would have ut the 
sad fom an aagetl Ptetei _ _| whole world should have been turned upon 
Ou! how I should have enjoyed it! | St. Paul’s by telephone. And I would in 
Fancy miles and miles of bowi and | person have conducted the Te Deum. 
= and flags! Splendid! But of; And then, after my procession, I would 
course I would have had something better | have made all the seatholders march in 
than the stage coach. Would have de-| procession before me. They should have 
signed a car something between the Tour | saluted me, the whole lot of them. That 
Eiffel and the mids. Of course,|weuld have been grand! Then, at the 
searchlights directed at me from all sides!| Ball, I would have done all the dancing, 
Oh! I would have a d time of it! But | and at the Naval Review all the manwu- 
think I should have done better at Temple | vring. What a d affair I would have 
Bar. Would have made the Lord Mayor had! With all those ships ready to hand 
and sheriffs get off their horses, seen them not sure I wouldn’t have paid my romised 
into my triumphal car, and then ridden | 
the three chargers at once myself! Could |naval maneeuvring, but think I could 
have done it easily. Always direct the|have brought up a few men-o’-war, vid 
Berlin circus myself. I am, by the way, a | the Seine, to the Louvre. 


visit to Paris. Don’t know m about | Fra 





And oh! what a e I would have had 
at Aldershot! And out of it! Yes; all 
out of it! Of course, it was felt that if I 
were there, I would sure to be the central 
aoe. Well, that wouldn’t have done. 
Show belonged to much-revered relative. 
But should so like to do something of the 
sort myself. Could easily get a million 
soldiers; and by depopulating all the 
Crown colonies, would scrape up a hun- 
dred German colonists. And I daresay old 
Krvucer would turn up for a considera- 
tion. Then with cardboard and fireworks 
could do a lot more. But then I haven’t 
rei sixty years. At least, not quite. 
And yet I should so like to do something 
of the sort! Eureka! I have it. I know 
what I will do. I will hold a Double 
Diamond Jubilee on behalf of my prede- 
cessor, FREDERICK THE Great! 








SPORTIVE SONGS. 


A Boating Man, invited by a Comely Widow to 
view the Jubilee Pr: cession, answers her with 
considerable audacity. 

THERE is no subject of the QuEEN 
Who yields to me i: loyalty! 
And yet somehow I’m rarely seen 

About the haunts of royalty. 
This is not due to disrespect, 

Nor yet because I’m hazy 
About Court ioings. I select 

My plan—because I’m lazy! 


A beefeater in full costume 
Impresses me most vastly ; 
But sometimes, at a Drawing Room, 
I’ve seen fair maids look ghastly! 
It would not do to diagnose 
Why they should just have failed in 
The light in which full many a rose 
Assuredly had paled in! 


I only know I cannot stand 4 
The crowds, the bands and cheering. 
The sight, I know, is very grand, 
But not my sense of hearing! 
And so with all my thanks to you, 
I plead lack of pro ion ; 
You'll tell me everything that’s new 
About the QueEn’s Procession! 


Meanwhile, when you are lacking food 
And drink, from window speering, 

I shall indulge (in other mood), 
My Staines or Windsor nearing. 

“The Bells of Ouseley” seems to me 
-The spot. whereat to linger ; 

And yet, you know, I’d love to be 
Beside your wedding finger! 








A ROYAL (RICHMOND) GRANT. 


Dean Srr,—I understand that the 
Mayor of Richmond (Surrey, not York- 
shire) has been voted £250, in addition to 
his salary of £300, in consequence of the 
Jubilee, by the members of the Corpora- 
tion. This is an example which ought to 
be followed all over the country, but half 
a “monkey” is, after all, but a poor tri- 
ute to a mayor. Let the Corporation go 
the whole hog or none, at the expense of 
the i-ratepayers. 

Yours to command, 

Sheen Green. Forx-ovr. 








Dvurine the Kempton Park case, Sir 
nk Lockwoop remarked that there 
was “every chance of Scotland becoming a 
Monte Carlo.” The national song will be, 
“ Bonnie Monty Carlie!” 
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OUR COUNTRY COUSINS. 


The Gushington Girls have just arrived by rail, and are inhaling the 
Odours of an average London Terminus. 
Miss Milly Gushinyton. ‘‘ Warr a sit, Unciz.” (Sniff.) ‘‘ Ou, 
ISN'T IT LOVELY, Hitty! Doxgsn’r IT JUST SMELL OF THE SEASON?” 
Miss Billy Gushington. ‘‘ Don't Sytak ABOUT IT—ONLY SNIFF!” 








OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 


_ Waste and Repair have nothing to do with a repairing lease 
in the ordinary adaptation of the term. It is the title given by 
Dr. Rosson Roose to a collection of his essays, contributed at 
various times to some of the principal magazines, now published 
in one volume by JoHN Murray. It is waste and repair in the 
lease of life with which the eminent Doctor (known in diplomatic 
circles as Rustem Roosz Pacua) is concerned. many of our 
best known public men can testify, the subject is one he ‘is by 
successful practice peculiarly qualified to deal with. The results 
of his wide experience, guided by profound knowledge and singu- 
lar aptitude, is distilled in this handy volume. Amo the 
subjects dealt with are the wear and tear of London life, the art 
of prolonging life, clothing as a protection against cold, health 
resorts and their uses. In the course of dealing with these and 
other subjects of every-day life, Dr. Rosson Roosz manages to 
convey in simple lan e a multiplicity of valuable hints, useful 
alike to the invalid; to the healthy man, whose day is not 
long enough for its appointed tasks. 

Messrs. Burnanp and May have been, making. a sort 
of Canterbury Pilgrimage through Kent, keeping chiefly to 
the coast in the neighbourhood of te and Mar- 

ate. The result is seen in the handy volume pattabed by 

. and ©. Biaox. The Zig-Zag Guide is totally unlike anything 
previously put forward by the whose name is given to many 
guides. There is about it very little that is archxological, his- 
torical, or in other ways heavy. It is just the bright chatter of 
@ gay companion, who enjoys a holiday himself, and is the cause 
of desire on the of others to make holiday. In spite of its 
bantering tone the book is full of shrewd hints of what to see 
and how to see it, “round and about the bold and beautiful 
Kentish coast.” e 8 i es are further aang meee 
abounding illustrations. Some of Pain May’s very best w 
will be found in this modest volume, whose price completes its 
attractiveness. People about to visit and | 
will find it indispensable. Those who are not going, will, when 
they read it, wish they were. 


“I wants to make your flesh creep,” might Mr. Bram Stoxer 
well say as a preface to his latest book, named Dracula, which he 
has given in den 


ge of the ConsTaBLEs (& Co.) to publish. The story 





is told in diaries and journals, a rather tantalising and somewhat 


wearisome form of narration, whereof W1Lkrm CoLLINs was a past- 


master. In almost all ghostly, as in most detective stories, one 
character must never be absent from the dramatis persone, and 
that is The Inquiring, Sceptical, Credulous Noodle. The Inquir- 
ing Noodle of Fiction must be what in comedy “Cuarizs his 
friend ” is to the principal comedian, “ only more so,” as represent- 
ing the devoted, elaine slave of the philosophic astute hero, ever 
ready to question, ever ready to dispute, ever ready to make a 
mistake at the critical moment, or to go to sleep just when suc- 
cess se on his remaining awake. “ Friend Jonn” is Mr. 
Bram Stoxer’s Noodle-in-Chief. There are also some secondary 
Noodles ; Noodles of no importance. This weird tale is about 
Vampires, not a single, quiet, creeping Vampire, but a whole 
ipod of them, gove by a Vampire M , who is ap- 
parently a sort of first cousin to Mephistopheles. Rats, bats, wolves 
and vermin obey him, but his power, like that of a certain well- 
advertised soap, “which will not wash clothes,” has its limits ; 
and so at last he is trapped, and this particular brood of vampires 
is destroyed as utterly as would be a hornets’ nest when soused 
with hot pitch. It isa pity that Mr. Bram Stoxer was not con- 
tent to employ such supernatural anti-vampire receipts as his 
wildest imagination might have invented without rashly ven- 
turing on a domain where angels fear to tread. But for this, 
the Baron could have unreservedly recommended so ingenious a 
romance to all who enjoy the very weirdest of weird tales. 
Baron ve B.-W. 


A NOTE OF THE DAY. 
(Intercepted. ) 


_ My Dear Faienp,—<According to my promise I write you a 
line to give you all the news of the moment. Of course you 








know we have had the celebration of the Diamond Jubilee. But 
let that pass. 
The progress of the peace negotiations at Athens are of con- 


siderable interest. And when I talk of Greece I am reminded 
that illumination by electric light is much cleaner than oil. 
On Jubilee night this was evident. But let that pass. 

The House of Commons has got into Supply. And when I talk 
of Supply it isa matter of conjecture whether the wood employed 
in the seats can used again. Of course the Jubilee was 
unique. 

The cricket averages so far have not been sensational. We 
have the gam but the Australians are non est. And 
this reminds me that the Colonial Premiers have had a good time 
of it, thanks to the Jubilee. But let that pass. 

The theatres are doing well. You know that Mr. Bezrsoum 
Tree has opened Her Majesty’s. The Poet Laureate wrote the 
inaugural verses, and reminds me that the poem on the 
Jubilee was up-to-date. But let that . 

I really can scarcely describe the fashions. Red, white and 
blue are the prevailing colours—no doubt in honour of the 
Jubilee. But let that pass. ‘ 

The season is on the wane. When we reach July we begin to 
look out trains. And this season has been particularly brilliant 
on account of the Jubilee. But let that pass. 

And now, my dear friend, I think I have exhausted my budget 
of news. Of course I could tell you all about the Jubilee, but 
as you have seen what I could say in the newspapers, my account 
would be a trifle stale. And this is rather unfortunate. If I 
omit the Jubilee I can think of nothing else. 

Yours very truly, Tart Montay. 








A Matter of Metal. 


Ar RicHArD Lz GALLIENNE some seem enraged ;_ 
But Art’s brains, with a strange set a-twirl, 
And fiction erotic, seem chiefly engage 
In “The Quest of the Brazen Girl. 





Gores 
private 


PropueticaL.—In The Comic Almanack, illustrated by 
CrvuicksHaNnk, under date, June 21, 1837, Mr. Punch’s 
secretary has found the following lines :— 

‘‘ The QugEn proclaimed upon the longest day ! 
a aed this io caan in vain hate 
ut prove c lengthened ’ 
‘Aud to > tengeit day proclaim her reiga.’’ 





Tue favourite weapon of the burglar ought to be the Repeat- 
ing Rifle. ti 
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Arms; Quarterly ; Ist, three music-hall stars blatant voided of guile charged with double-entendres 


studded azure ; 2nd, issuant from a “‘ rin 


a balance-sheet doctored 


spotted and exposed pro 
and distinctly fichée to the last, all under a cloud sable; 3rd, a civic forte | pommelled and affronted 
proper charged in the middle for betterment with a belabour member poignant in satire or battersea 


cough-drop rampant ; 4th, two party-coloured fighting-cocks dancetté in fury chronically embroiled 
proper on a ground litigious in the main. Orest: A i vigilant on the pounce armed with pince-nez 
and reticule hi in her bonnet an heraldic bee rampant. #: On either side an 


4 — » y Peed : ‘ Bas 
antique civic effigy habited proper up to date, the dexter bearing a special globe gules, and the sinister a 


star extra-special vert. 











HAYMARKETABLE PIECE. 


“Gznts’ old materials carefully made 
up” and turned out as good as new, or even 
better, by Mr. Sypngy Grunpy, who has 
shown workmanlike skill in this the latest, 
but probably not by any means the last, 
adaptation of ALEXANDRE Dumas’ comedy, 
Un Mariage sous Louis Quinze. When 
in 1861 Pianone did it for Mr. and Mrs. 
Cartes Matuews, as My Lord and My 
Lady; or, it Might have been Worse, The 
Général, so capitally played now by Mr. 
Sypngy VALENTINE (who, by the way, 
makes him so rough and uncouth as to be 
more suggestive of Orson than Valentine), 
was transformed into a lady, and played by 
Mrs. Witxins, and Mrs. Firzwit1iam 
played the soubrette, which is now viva- 
ciously interpreted by Miss ADRIENNE 
DAIROLLES. e old-fashioned confidential 
valet, Jasmin, is effectively played by Mr. 
Horman Criark, “by permission of Mr. 
Tree.” By the way, three out of the four 

rincipal characters, exclusive of Manager 
upE and wife, appear here by kind per- 
mussion of somebody else. Mr. Terriss is 


“permitted” by Messrs. A. and S. Garr, | lie 


and Mr. VALENttNne is “ permitted” by Sir 
Henry Irvine. The formula used to be, 
“by kind permission,” but on a pean 
tout cela, and into what is evidently p y 
“a matter of business,” kindness does not 
enter. 

Miss Winirrep Emery, as Comtesse de 








Candale, has not had a better part, nor 
played a part better than this, for some 
time. True, it makes no such extra- 
ordinary demand on the dramatic resources 
as does very compound character of 
the Chevalier de Valclos on those of Mr. 
Cyrm Mavupr, whose impersonation of a 
frivolous coxcomb, with all the courage ot 
his opinions and absolutely spoiling for a 
duel, is masterly. Had Maitre Dumas not 
fashioned this character on these lines, the 
dénouement as it is would have been im- 
possible, and the comedy would have be- 
come a tragedy. 

Mr. Witu1am Teraiss is so delightful as 
the Count of Many Costumes, that the 
audience would not spare a single riband, 
or buckle, or scrap of lace, from his adorn- 
ments; and as to the way in which he 
holds a letter in his left and slaps it with 
his right hand, as a preliminary action to 
reading its contents, why, there is not a 
enuine gallery-goer, or persistent pittite, 
ut must feel tempted to murmur sob- 
bingly, “Sure-ly that letter comes from 
See-usan! Bless her dear eyes!” and then 
anxiously expect him to address the Cheva- 


r as “messmate,” previous to proposi 
a hornpipe @ deux. Yes; Number AT 
Adelphi RI8ss is every inch a sailor. 


But, pardon, here he is quite the young 
debonnair French count, with all the airs 
and graces associated with the court of 
Louis Quinze. 

Congratulations to Messrs. Harrison, 







. By the way, 
Bovoicauit, who had a 
Sees ee 
purpose, one scene of thi y in hi 
Love in a Maze, without any acknowledg- 
ment, But Puanoue found him out, and 
mentions the fact in the preface to his pub- 
lished play, My Lord and My Lady. 








AUGUSTE EN ANGLETERRE. 
THE Feasts OF THE JUBILEE. 


_ Dean Misrzer,—Unuseful of to write the 
in-head, l’en-téte, of this letter! Les fétes 
~~ = é, voila that of whom all the world 
8 

Me I go not to write a letter also long as 
at the ordinary, for in effect I have but 
little of things to say. Only, and this it 
is not a little thing, that a }'rench desires 
to offer, with the most great respect, his 
very humble felicitations to Her Majesty 
the Quzzn. I dare to say that all my com- 
patriots, even the most furious rédactewrs 
of the most despisable journals of Paris, 
even the most violent of the Socialists—in 
effect the least important of the French, 
but those who make themselves to hear 
the most—for little that they love the 

and the monarchy, must to ad- 
mire a sovereign so worthy of homage. 
As to the persons more tranquil, as me, 
they are for sure of my advice. 

All the preparatives are very curious to 
see. I admire much the enthusiasm, so 
rarely in evidence, of the English ordi- 
narily calm and correct. Ah, the beautiful 
occasion of to forget la morgue britan- 
nique si mofne, the britannic mortuary so 
mournful! Figure to yourself, Master 
Punch, the millions of Londonians become 
gay as some Marseillais in the honour of 
the QuzzN! What day of feast! Provided 
that he makes fine! ‘Bat hope we alldays 
that we shall see, at above of the vast con- 
course of Londonians, gay as some Meri- 
dionals, a sky blue as at Nice. 

During almost all the duration of this 
reign so long and so glorious, you have 
been, dear Mister Punch, one of the most 
loyal subjects of Her Masesty. Me I am 
stranger, and I have passed but some 
months in your country. Permit, how- 
ever, that we say together our wishes the 
most sincere. God save the QuzEen! 
Hipipourra ! A , &., 

AvGUSTE. 





From an Eminent English Tenor of 
the Past to M. Jean de Reszke. 
(Arn—“ My Pretty Jane.”) 

My stalwart Jean, expensive JEAN 
ph! do not be so shy! : 

ut sing, oh! sing, on all your eveni 

Or else they ’ll think that you are Il , 





By Central News wire the news arrived 
last Wednesday that Prince Henry of 
Prussia was about to present the First 
Lord of the Admiralty, Mr. Gosouen, with 
a picture, representing a fleet of English 
cruisers, drawn by the German Emperor. 
Very nice; Mr. Goscuen delighted, of 
course ; but—what will he do with it? 





Stace Dorio.—The language of the hall- 
keeper at a theatre where a chorus is 





employed. 




















Junz 26, 1897.] 





PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 





RED TAPE AND BROTHERLY LOVE. 


Dear Mr. Punon,—Some of the members of the Colonial 
Forces, now visiting the homeland of their QuEEN 
rather official Red Tape— 
old bureaucracy—has in minor measure not done 
ustice to their patriotism in crossing the seas for the Diamond 
Seu vereign. You, Sir, repre- 
meert, know well 
he QuzEn nor the People of the United Kingdom desire that 
these gallant warriors, who, 
like the followers of Lars Portivs of Clusium, have come from 
. Rather would we all wish 
‘should be, as they deserve to be, the Heroes of this 
ear. I am convinced that wheresoever they come from, 
their British brethren 
with fervour and delight, but it is just as well for them to under- 
‘stand that the Permanent Clerk in a Government Office is 
rally so tied and bound with the Red Tape i i 
statue of him would resemble the Laocoon without any of its 
but a machine, and in the 

latter capacity he has never got beyond the possibility of bei 
e was brought up by 
and he lives by hand—often to mouth. He has no ideas beyond 
Tradition, and he resents interference with those ideas. 
I am not sure whether the American plan of shakin 

Civil Servants out of their places on the change of 
would not be beneficial here, when a Ministry goes into Opposi- 
that Mr. J CHAMBER: 
our greatest Imperialist, would like, as I would, to cut up ali 
for decorative p ’ 
Ss be the agey love < their 
Mother Country for them and their p rity, as does the great 

. Fouss obediently, 


to be sore because 
string of the 


emoration of our well-beloved 
senting, as you do, an i 
the 


any slight should be passed upon 
East and West and North and South 


are welcomed b. 


the Sons of the Empire y 


artistic qualities. He is not a man, 


worked otherwise than by hand. 


tion. But in any case I am sure 


red ta’ 


and join it with white and blue 
Let our 


onial visitors believe in 


Dominion of 








Suacrestep Name For A Bicyotz Turer.—Nixion. 


rted 
ham- 


» are re 
that 


that neither 


ne- 
aforesaid, a 


han 
all the 
ident 


LAIN 


BriTannicvs. 





Monty !” 


“WELL, ‘OW DID YOU GET ON AT THE OLUB LARST NIGHT?” 
‘‘Ou, I HAD BEASTLY BAD LUCK. Lost A "UNDRED AND SEVENTY 
QuIDs, AND THE WORST OF IT 1s, FrrrzEN Bos oF IT was READY 








INTERVIEWS WITH INANIMATE 
OBJECTS. 
A Penny Icz. 


I map heard a t deal of the perni- 
cious character of the common or “ bar- 
row” ice, so felt considerably embarrassed 
on recently finding myself face to face 
with one. Its evident coldness did not 
tend to put me at my ease, and I made a 
lame commencement of my cross-exami- 
nation. 

“Do you suffer at all, this weather, from 
over-heating ? ” 

“Who are you a-gittin’ at?” was the 
suspicious reply. “It ain’t no odds to me 
whether you heats me or not. I s’pose I 
was made to heaten. If you mean, 
does them suffer as does the over-heating, 
I dunno but what as ’ow there might be 
somethink in it.” 

“You have misunderstood me, but I am 
not sorry, because you have incidentally 
touched upon the very thing about which 
I should like definite, first-hand informa- 
tion.” 

“ _ my Ci aoakin hol ? 

you, strictly s ing, wholesome 
I have read unpleasant medical opinions 
to the effect that. you are ruining the in- 
teriors of countless little East-end arabs. 
Doctors — ag you are positively thick 
with microbes.” 

“Mike who? I’m positive I ain’t 
thick with any cove of that name. Never 
’eard tell of ’im.” 

“Tt’s like this. An analyser who——” 

“%Old ’ard, guv’nor! If you mean Anna 
’Liza of our Court, I don’t see that you’ve 
any call to bring ’er or any other lydy 
into this ’ere bizness.” 

I saw that I must make asimpler appeal. 
The want of culture shown by this un- 
educated ice struck me as a forcible con- 
trast to the refinement of the barrel-organ 





that I had viously interviewed in the 
interests of Mr. Punch’s readers. 

“They say that you are not clean, and 
that you make the children ill.” 

. _ lommy-rot, guv’nor! Dirt’s all right 
if you don’t git too much of it. Some of 
the _— little beggars do git too much ot 
it, there’s no denying that, but not from 
me. There’s lots o’ folks who’d be all the 
better of a penny hice. Keep ’em cool, 
like! ’Alf them there editors of noos- 
paper, and sich, should be made to eat a 
ice re - They’re sich blessed fire- 
eaters t it would do ’em a power o’ 
good. Then I’d feed the ’Ouse o’ Com- 
mons on hices. That would settle their 
EAD-BaRTLETTs a bit, and save ’em 

from gittin’ into ’ot water.” 

“Thank you for the suggestion. I will 
write to Mr. Punch about it—but I cannot 
believe that you are wholesome.” 

“Just one thing more, guv’nor. As a 
loyal subjec’, I has my views about 
honourin’ the Quezn’s Diamond Jubilee. 
Let that £25,000 cheque be spent in pro- 
vidin’ all the school-children of England 
with penny hices on Jubilee day. Let ’em 

stand up at noon penetunl, sing ‘Gud 
save the Queen,’ and then eat the hices. 
wy Aaa never forget it as long as they 
ive 





Desperate Remedies. 

First Male Passe (in train from 
Waterloo to Windsor). When I first got 
hold of Xavier Olibo, I had pretty well to 
cut him to pieces. 

M. P. That’s the way to do it. 

I gave the Marquise de Castellane the 

same treatment. In some cases there’s 

nothing like the knife! 

[Old lady in the corner nearly faints on hearing 
of these atrocities, and changes her compart- 
ment at Vauxhall ; but after all, the supposed 
assassins were only enthusiastic rose-growers. 


JUBILEE BOOTS. 
A Pendant to Matinée Hats. 

_(‘‘ An author has devised a cork golosh, 44 inches 
high and weighing 10 oz. to the pair, for the use of 
short persons, who wish to view the procession and 
find themselves in the back rows.””—Daily Paper.] 

ZACCHZUS now no more need climb 
A tree or lamp-post handy, 

Nor seek an eminence sublime 
To make his locus standi. 


A simple means has been evolved 
By genius too long latent ; 

The dwarf sightseer’s crux is solved 
In this, the latest patent. 

A writer sells to those who ’ll: buy 
(The Daily Mail announces) 

A cork golosh five inches high, 
That weighs as many ounces. 

“ Boots off in front,” the crowd will yell 
To each obstructive giant, 

Since they obscure the view as well 
As girls with hats defiant. 

If all the lieges bought a pair, 
One scribe in luck would revel ; 

But we should all be “as you were ”— 
A mob upon one level! 





The Latest Form of Assurance. 
Managing Clerk (to Customer at In- 
Office). Insure your seeing the 
! Certainly, Sir, but 
we must insert a clause in the policy in- 
sisting upon your taking up your position 
on the previous night. 





In the Royal Inclosure at Ascot. 

Lady Millefleurs (to Mrs, GOBEMOUCHE). 
Een ccnth a pagaintent 

Mrs. G. Because I wrote and said that I 





was a friend of yours / 
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SIMPLE ENOUGH. 


Yotel (in pursuit of escaped Bull, to Timmins, who is ‘‘ teaching himself”). ‘‘H1, MisTEr ! 
IF YER CATCH HOLD OF His LEADING-STICK, HE CAN’T HURT YER!” 








DARBY JONES ON ASCOT. 


Honourep Srr,—Crippled by _over- 
indulgence after the success in the Derby 
of Galtee More, who represents, I under- 
stand, a kind of Alps in Ireland, I never- 
theless have crawled from my gout-laden 
couch to put my hand to paper other 
than that delicate “flimsy” manufacturea 
by Messrs. Porta in Hampshire for the 
use of the Bank of England and the bene- 
fit of Mankind. There are those who pre- 
tend that a ten-pound note is difficult of 
circulation. So is the blood. Neverthe- 
less, I knew a Man who used to patronise 
the defunct Chain Pier at Brighton, and 
boast that he obtained admission gratis by 
exhibiting the Order to Bearer for ten 
dcubloons issued by the Old Lady of 
Threadneedle Street, the gatekeeper being 
unprovided with the requisite change. 
This dodge succeeded for a time, but it so 
happened that at. Brighton Races, the 
crafty individual in question roduced his 
lucky tenner to back a quadruped for a 
sovereign, and was promptly made a vic- 
tim of the Confidence Trick, one of the 
simplest and most effective’ games evel 
contrived by the Israelites during their 
sojourn in the Land of the Nile. 

ut Ascot, noble Sir, is my theme. i 
ean imagine you arrayed i in a suit of pearl 
grey, surmounted by a white “chimney- 
pot,” and not unadorned with a Jubilee 
buttonhole—red, white and blue—strolling 





in the Royal Enclosure amid. the Great 
Personages of the Diamond Commemora- 
tion, conscious that socially you were a 
sort of Mornrneton Cannon, and capable 
of rivalling that famous jockey, as at 
Hurst Park, in landing winners. Ascot, 
however, is ‘not what it was when it was 
chiefly patronised by those recorded in the 
immortal chronitles of Burke, Watrorp, 
and Desretr. The excellent service of the 
London and South-Western Railway Com- 
any, coupled with Sir Cuartes Soorrer, 

as much to answer for. I can remember 
a period when the temporary tenant of a 
mension in the neighbourhood, provided 
with all the luxuries of Messrs. FortNum 
AND Mason, was unable to supply bread to 
his guests owing to the failure of a local 
roll-maker. How different is the case 
nowadays! One runs down to the classic 
Heath from Waterloo with all the ease of 
the Lord Mayor proceeding from the Man- 
sion House to inaugurate a Hospital in the 
region of Whitechapel. 

Last year, Mr. Hamar Bass ‘appro- 
priated the Ascot Cup with Love Lal 
and the Hunt Cup was annexed 
Goarnd-+ Se the owners being of high 

egree. Take my word for it, honoured |a 
Sir, that at Ascot, the noble and wealthy 
horse-owner is always to the fore—like a 
sailor on the look-out. 

Truth must be told at all hazards, and I 
regret to say that, owing to the uncertain 
state of the Law on the subject of what J 





ony term “ Place-betting,” I was unable 
present. But—the tip I sent you, 
pi it en 


was never a dim ’um, 
w how I spotted Perssmmon.* 


Ever your henchman, 
Danny Jonzs. 
* We don’t “ know” anything of.the sort.—Ep. 


yan 








A JOLLY JUVENILE JUBILEE. 
(By a Human Boy.) 
(‘‘ It has been left to the smo herself youth at the 
gest the form such recognition 
J Fubilee should take, and she ee She 
com: of the juvenile mind by oy ine 
that it would please her if the governing bodies 
schools could see their way to m this year 
some addition to the ordinary summer -holidays, in 
order that the Diamond Jubilee may live sonia 
dent in the memory of those to whom we must look 
to carry on the work of the Empire.’’—7imes. 


Aun! God save the QuzENn, boys! And all I 
oan ad is that if those same “ govern- 


Can’t yb gry out a way to oblige Her Mos: 
ee they must be disloyal old 
n 

A Jubilee Holiday! Lor! what a jolly day! 
or—so the T’ Aaa speaks for royalty— 

Several Fa sak not make it a week, 
and so wee" ots ‘of room for our 
loyalty ? 

Hang it! you can’t do sufficient hooraying 
in aed hours! That’s sheer 
fudgery 

We want, as the Times very properly = 
it, a few days more “respite 


gery.” 

It would be mean to our glorious QuEEN to 
cut down her holiday stingily. 

All very well for those blamed Little Eng- 
landers, who would do everything | 
dingily. 

All boys are Tories and patriots, you bet. 
hating everything funky and by ; 

And making our Jubilee Holiday less than 
a week would be worthy of Lappy: 

He would cut down Royal Grants; Fleets 
and Pensions, and everything noble 
and jolly, 

And no voubt he’d like to cut down the 
Quren’s gift, which is all nasty Radi- 
eal folly. 

Make it a week and you’ll make us all 
patriots! Pater and mater, I reckon, 

Will squirm at the notion ; but in their de= 
votion, wherever Victorta may becken 

They'll loyally follow! ‘Twill’ beat Lus- 
Bock hollow, Victor1a’s week for the 
nippers will ; 

And just won’t we enjoy it, and better em- 
ploy it than all the Bank Holiday 
trippers will!!! 





A OASE OF IDENTITY. 


Dr. Growsnaw, Head Master of St. 
Boniface, is taking the Sixth Form, when 
there enters a telegraph-boy. The he Doctor, 
thinking to impress the class, motions the 
intruder to be quiescent till one of the 
form has finished his construing. When 
the boy has Saihes he beckons to the 
ag emissary, and in his rich, sonorous 

academical voice, enquires : “Well, 
= lad, t do you: want?” Telegraph 
Boy. OR re’s a wire for aoe 
The Doctor. “Give it. to me,” Ny 
Boy (resolved. to have his. revenge) 
are you GrimsHaw ?” 
[Simultaneous convulsion of the Form. 











